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"I'll say it's none of their business," She answered.
"I'm afraid they won't agree with you," objected Yegor,
"They're dead certain it is their business. They'll keep
asking you long and persistently."
"But I won't tell them."
"They'll put you in jail."
"What of it? Thank the Lord that's something I'm fit
for!" she said with a sigh. "Who needs me? Nobody. And
I don't suppose they'll torture me. They say—"
"Hm!" said Yegor, looking at her intently. "No, they
won't torture you. But good people should spare them-
selves/'
"You're a fine one to say that!" answered the mother
with a short laugh.
Yegor paced the room without answering. Then he went
over to her and said, "It's hard, mother. I know how hard
it is for you."
"It's hard for everybody," she replied with a wave of
her hand. "Maybe it's easier for those who understand.
But little by little I too am beginning to understand what
good people are trying to do."
"If you understand that, everybody needs you, mother—
everybody!" he said earnestly.
She glanced at him and smiled.
At noon she got ready to go to the factory, padding
herself with the leaflets so cleverly that Yegor clicked his
tongue with satisfaction as he examined her.
" 'Sehr gut!' as all good Germans say after the first
barrel of beer. Literature hasn't changed you in the least,
mother—-you're just the same kind, middle-aged woman,
tall and inclined to plumpness* May the numerous gods
bless your humble beginning!"
Half an hour later she stood at the gates of the factory,
calm and confident, bending under the weight of her
baskets. Two guards passed their hands roughly over
everyone who entered the yard, and were rewarded by
the curses of their victims and the jibes of the workers.
To one side stood a policeman and a long-legged man

